DOCTOR BELOV
ended most unpleasantly. ... Enough, he wanted no
more of it.
"Fin not satisfied with you," said his mother frankly,
looking dubiously at him. He kissed her soft white
cheek, laughing. Poor Mama, she was getting old and
childish. What could she find unsatisfactory about such
a son? He supplied her with everything she wanted,
even tickets for the circus. And after all it was he who
had raised them from straitened circumstances. His
father had been a salesman in a boot shop, and now here
he was Pavel Suprugov—a doctor, an intellectual, a
connoisseur of art. People said that the Soviet regime had
opened all doors. ... But a man had to have a head on
his shoulders, all the same.
He was thoroughly well satisfied with his life.
Was he equally well satisfied with himself? He would
have found it hard to give a definite answer to this
question. If anything, he was not. There was something
wanting about him, some lack offeree, but what, he did
not know. He could never order, he could only request.
Others commanded, and found willing obedience. How
was it that so-and-so could command? Why was he
obeyed?
Why could he, Suprugov, never command? And if he
did venture on it—people did not jump to obey him,
they were only surprised. ... Why was it that other men
could argue, while he always had the irresistible urge to
agree even if his mind was opposed? It was only when he
got thoroughly excited that he ventured to stick to his
opinion, and then only so long as nobody raised his
voice. ... Why was it that other people could be^blunt
and outspoken to each other without offence, while he,
Suprugov, was wounded by every trifle?
In order to avoid unpleasantness, he always tried to be
as polite as possible, offered everybody cigarettes, and
whenever he could, oiled their palms.
Others strode through life like masters; he hesitated
on the threshold like an uninvited guest. Why?
He could not understand it.
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